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In some the genius is a thing apart$

A pillared hermit of the braln9
Hoarding with Incommunicable art
Its Intellectual gain;

Man's web of circumstance and fate

They from their perch of self observe^
Indifferent as the figures on a slate

Are to the planet's sun-swung curve

Whose bright returns they calculate;

Their nice adjustment, part to part.
Were shaken from Its serviceable mood
By unpremeditated stirs of heart

Or jar of human neighborhood:
Some find their natural selves, and only then,
In furloughs of divine escape from men,
And when, by that brief ecstasy left bare,

Driven by some Instinct of desire,
They wander worldward, 't Is to blink and
Like wild things of the wood about a fire,
Dazed by the social glow they cannot share;

His nature brooked no lonely lair,
But basked and bourgeoned in copartnery,
Companionship, and open-windowed glee:
He knew, for he had tried,

Those speculative heights that lure
The unpractised foot, impatient of a guide,

Tow'rd ether too attenuately pure
For sweet unconscious breath, though dear to pride,